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the Fort, one of the many famous edifices built
by the Moghuls in the heyday of their Indian
suzerainty.
We chartered one of the local conveyances. Here
the Udaipur tonga gave place to a victoria, which
looked like the conveyance of an old gentleman
who has seen better days. Admittedly there was a
pair of horses, a Victorian vehicle, even a footman
perched behind. But what horses ! Rawboned,
mangy nags, their harness all in shreds, driven by
a coachman in a grimy turban and threadbare,
ragged coat. The victoria itself had not been re-
painted since the days of Shah Jahan ; the foot-
man was a purblind beggar who, too slack to
stand behind the hood, straddled the back axle-
spring.
The utter uselessness of our repulsive pseudo-
footman was only too apparent, but there was no
dislodging him. Some local law, so I was told,
enjoined that to control this mettlesome pair two
men must be provided.
I had fancied the hotel lost in the depths of the
jungle. Now I realized my error. Tucked away
in gardens aglow with sunbright flowers were hand-
some bungalows with tall bays fronting spacious
carriage-drives. In each of these sumptuous man-
sions a curio- and jewel-merchant lived and plied
his prosperous trade. Once we had left behind
these lordly houses, all the contents of which are
ticketed for sale, we came to a shadeless road in-
fested with the usual apathetic cows mizzling the
dust between the squalid houses. Then abruptly,
at a sharp turn of the road, we saw a massive door,
a wall, a fortress, looming against the sky, superbly
frowning on our dingy turn-out jogging its uncouth
way across the tract of open ground that skirts the